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paper m my life, but I accepted liis offer to sliow my im-
portance. As I did not understand politics I turned to the
back of the sheet, where there is generally a,n article on the
fine arts, or a review of a new book. My wandering eye
fixed upon a memoir of the Chevalier de Winter. I was
equally agitated and astonished. My e}re quivered over the
page. I saw in an instant enough to convince me it was
my friend, and that my friend was styled * a great ornament
to the country/ and the Northmen were congratulated on
at length producing an artist whom the Italians themselves
acknowledged unrivalled among the living. I learnt that
he was the son of a peasant; bow his genius for painting
early developed itself; how he had led for years an eccentric
and wandering life; how he had returned to Borne, and at
once produced a master-piece; how he had gained prizes in
academies ; how he was esteemed and honoured by foreign
princes; how his own illustrious monarch, ever alive to the
patronage of the fine arts, had honoured him with two
commissions ; how he had returned to his native country
with these magnificent pictures, which were daily exhibit-
ing in the Royal Academy of Arts ; how the king had con-
ferred on him the collar of a high order, and offered him a
great pension; how he had refused the pension, and re-
quested only that a competence might be settled on Ms
parents.

I was bewildered; I fell into a deep reverie, the paper
dropped from my hand, the door opened, and the private
secretary summoned me to the presence of my father.

CHAPTER JEXL

IT is time that you should know something of my father,
fou must remember that he Vvas little more than a score of
years my senior. Imagine, then, a man of about four and